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Thurenfel's Source
by GerardDaniel Houamer
The King of Pel looked down upon the flowing
waters of the Thurenfel River, and was not content.
Though the tower from which he watched CNer the
river was high and protected by walls both tall and
thick, and though men-at-arms patrolled the
walkways and guarded the gates through which
peasants and craftsmen passed to pay their tribute
to him and make use of his Court of Justice, a sensation of unease troubled his soul. The land as far
as he could see was green and gold with fields for
cattle and plantings of wheat. A distant forest beckoned on the horizon, promising a rich and sporting hunt. His people were fed, his borders free of
enemies, and the intrigues among his nobles did
not include the threat of rebellion.
But still, he was not pleased.
He asked the second most powerful Mage in his
employ a simple question: to what did he owe the
blessings bestowed upon his country? Should he
be grateful, as the priests often told him, to a Lord
who looked down with pleasure upon the work and
faith of the people of Pel? Or should he instead pay
secret homage to spirits and godlings his sorcerers
claimed lived in the land, the water, the trees and
the air?
He had just asked the same question of the first

most powerful Mage in his employ, but the King considered the answer given -- why should he care
where blessings came from as long as he continued
to prosper -- an impertinent one, and his frown had
passed a judgement and a sentence the other nine
most powerful Mages and the Royal Executioner
were only too eager to execute.

The second most powerful Mage, his hands still
stained with blood, had then stepped forward to
hear the King ask the question once more. He submitted a response more pertinent, but no less troubling.
The provider of his bounty was the Thurenfel
River.
When he had asked why, the second most
powerful Mage in his employ had shrugged his
shoulders and claimed ignorance, quickly adding
that a logical approach to the problem might be to
send some explorers younger and stronger than the
second most powerful Mage in the King's employ
up the Thurenfel to discover its source; wherein
might be found an answer.
·
So the King of Pel called for his three sons, and
they came to his tower and lined themselves up

before him in rank of age. To the oldest, the King of
Pel said:
"My son, you will one day to be King of Pel, and
it will be your duty to protect your people, land and
wealth from all who would take it from you. Having
been blessed with a gift for foresight which has up
till now been denied your ancestors, I have found a
potential threat to the peace of the country. I char_ge
you, my oldest son, to journey up the Thurenfel and
find its source, discCNer what holy or magical
aspects that source possesses to lend the river the
power to make the land bountiful, and do what must
be done to secure and protect that source. When
you have done this, return to me knowing your future rule will be secure.•

The elder prince bowed and left the tower, and
quickly gathered a company of men-at-arms, fifty
pack mules, and provisioos for a month's journey.
He left the day of his audience with the King of Pel.
He was never seen by the King again.
One year later, the King of Pel called for his two
sons, and they came to his tower and lined themselves up before him in rank of age. To the oldest, the
King of Pel said:
"My son, you will no doubt one day be King of
Pel, since your older brother has not yet returned
from the mission I set upon his shoulders a year
ago today, nor has he sent back word of his
progress. You will remember from last year the pertinent point regarding my foresight in finding a
threat to the peace of the country, and the charge I
placed upon your older brother. You may consider
that charge now placed on you. Return to me knowing your probable future rule will be secure.•
The middle prince bowed and left the tower, and
gathered three companies of men-at-arms, two
hundred pack mules, and prCNisions for three
months' of journeying. He left the week of his
audience with the King of Pel, and the King never
saw him again.
One year later, the King of Pel called for his
remaining son, and he came to the tower and stood
alone. To the youngest son the King of Pel said:
"My son, you will possibly one day be King of
Pel, since your older brothers have not yet returned
from the mission I set upon their shoulders these
past two years, nor have they sent back word of
progress or obstacles. You will remember from the
past two years the pertinent point regarding my
foresight in finding a threat to the peace of the
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country, and the charge I placed upon your older
brothers. You may consider that charge now
placed on you. Return to me knowing your possible
future rule will be secure.
The youngest prince bowed and left the tower,
and gathered a host of men-at-arms, hired mercenaries, constructed siege engines, and loaded
five-hundred pack mules and a hundred wagons
with provisions for six months of travelling. He left
the month of his audience with the King of Pel, who
never se« him again.

do you do so far from home? Why have you not
sent word to our father of your mission?"
The elder Prince of Pel glanced in her direction.
"Go away, little Misery. I am building dams
across these little streams that seek to dilute the
river's powerful waters, so my father may know the
source of his land's bounty is safe. When this is
done, I will return to him.•

Now the King of Pel had a daughter who was the
youngest of his children. He had never spoken to or
of her since her Birth Day, when he bestowed on
her the name Misery because her entry into the
world had caused the demise of the Queen. Since
the King did not leave instructions for his servants
regarding his daughter, they allowed her to come
and go as she pleased, as long as she stayed out
of the King's sight. They took care to feed and
clothe her, as she was a comely child who
responded in kind to affection, and she lived simply
and with the hope that the King's unforgiving nature
might one day give way to his paternal instincts.
Misery had attended all three audiences the
King held with his sons, though she had taken care
to remain quiet in the secret passage the King had
caused to be built in his tower in the event of rebellion, and she never revealed her awareness of state
affairs to her father or brothers. A year after the last
meeting between the King and his remaining son,
Misery came to the entrance of the King's tower, expecting to be called. His servants and men-at-arms
smiled down on her and allowed her to sit on the
steps to the tower, for they felt also that at last nature might give way to instinct and the King would
summon his remaining child. But the day came and
went, and the King remained in his tower, looking
down upon the Thurenfel, and out across his land,
thinking royal thoughts.
So Misery left the tower, walked to the bank of
the river, and pulled a gnarled piece of driftwood the
size of her leg out of the dirt. She threw herself and
the wood into the river, and began to paddle
upstream.
She travelled through the night, the next day,
and on through light and darkness without stopping.
Fish swam to her and dropped morsels of bread
and meat stolen from camps and villages along the
Thurenfel into her mouth whenever she was
hungry. She drank freely from the river when she
was thirsty, and when she rested the driftwood
pulled her along against the current.
After a week she came upon her oldest brother
laboring on the river bank. She swam closer to
shore and called to him.

"Then who knows how much greater the land's
bounty will be, once I and my men have purified the
river's waters?"
And Misery looked beyond her oldest brother to
find his men-at- arms guarding villagers and mules
carrying timber down from the hills and placing the
wood across any path water might take to find the
Thurenfel.

"Oh Prince of Pel, I am your sister Misery. What
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"But these streams have always been here, feeding the Thurenfel River, along with the rain and
snow.•

Misery paddled back to the middle of the river
and swam for another week. She found her middle
brother laboring on the river bank, so she swam
closer to shore and called to him.
"Oh Prince of Pel, I am your sister Misery. What
do you do so far from home? Why have you not
sent word to our father of your mission?"
The middle Prince of Pel looked out on the
Thurenfel's waves and scowled.
"Go away, little Misery. I am building walls
around these streams that feed the river, so my
father the King may know the source of his land's
bounty is safe.•
"But the water comes from over there,• Misery
replied, pointing in the direction from which the current flowed.
"I know, foolish sister. But I and my men have
only just begun our labor. Each stream is a source
of power, adding to the water its own special
aspect. I will be up-river soon enough.•
And Misery looked beyond her brother to find his
men-at-arms guarding bands of wild tribesmen and
the mules with which he had begun his journey,
both hauling stones which the tribesmen set on
either side of a small stream that descended a hill
to join the Thurenfel.
Misery paddled back to the middle of the river
and swam for another week. She found her
youngest brother laboring on the river bank, so she
swam closer to shore and called to him.
"Oh Prince of Pel, I am your sister Misery. What
do you do so far from home? Why have you not
sent word to our father of your mission?"
The youngest Prince of Pel stared at his sister
and then shouted at her.
"Are you mad? What are you doing in there? Get
out, mad girl, get out!"

"But why? The water is cool, and full of fish. It
carries me safely, and when I am tired, it lets me
sleep."
"But I am at war with the river beasts, who seek
to stop me from continuing my journey, and I must
build my palisade high and strong along the river
bank so they will not overwhelm me. But I will win
the war. and my father will know when I return victorious that his land's bounty is safe, and that I am
worthy through my triumph of being the King of Pel
instead of my brothers."
And Misery looked beyond her brother to find his
men-at-arms rushing down from hiding places.
many of them riding mules. as green, reeking creatures rose out of the mud along the river bank and
assaulted her brothler's wooden palisade.
Misery paddled back to the middle of the river
and swam for another week. She fought her way
through rapids, cataracts, and once was borne up a
waterfall by a mixed flock of ducks and swans. The
river's current weakened, the banks closed in on
her, and her feet often scraped bottom, even as the
hills grew into mountains and the clouds bowed to
kiss her hair.
Finally, the river became a creek too shallow to
carry her. Misery stood and continued to follow the
trail of water until she came to a cave. She stopped
for a moment and considered the dark opening. The
creek issued from the cave, and the sound of trickling water could be heard echoing from within. Birds
and insects were still, and the water's only accompaniment was the keening of the wind that blew so
close to the mountain top. For the first time in her

life Misery knew fear. She thought of turning back,
or of simply stepping on to dry land and waiting for
her courage to show itseH.
Suddenly an old woman emerged from the cave.
She lifted her black skirts, squatted over the trickle
of water tumbling out of the cave, and relieved herseH. Blood mingled with her water, but the scarlet
and yellow lost themselves in the infant Thurenfel
so that when Misery looked down at the flow around
her ankles, the stream was crystal clear.
Then the old woman stood straight and walked
gingerly to the side of the cave mouth. She started
to climb, and her black shirt and white hair loosed
themselves from their careful tucks and folds as she
strained to reach a tree that stretched its fruit-laden
limbs over the cave entrance. She strained to pluck
a fruit, but could not extend herseH far enough, nor
did she dare climb the treacherous mountain side
any further.
Misery came forward and tossed the piece of
driftwood she had found in her homeland of Pel at
the lowest branch. The dead wood struck the live
wood, and a fruit fell into Misery's outstretched
hands. The old woman cried out in surprise, then
quickly clirrbed down and stood at the mouth of the
cave.
"Who are you, little girl, to strike down the fruit of
my tree?" asked the old woman.
"I am Misery, and I only thought to help you,
grand lady." She advanced and presented the fruit
to the old woman.
"Misery? What kind of name is Misery? Who
named you that?"
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"My father, the King of Pel."
The old woman took the fruit from Misery. "A
foolish King, to give a little girl such a burden for a
name. I will give you another.• She took a bite from
the fruit and studied Misery, from her toes fidgeting
in the cold creek water to her wet, stringy hair.
"Moria will do, for now. Choose another, when
you're old enough and know better.•

The old woman turned to go back into her cave.
Moria called to her.
"Grand lady, what fruit is that you hold? I have
never seen its like along the shores of the Thurenfel
River."
The old woman stopped and looked <:Ner her
shoulder. She held the fruit aloft, so that the sun
gleamed on its violet skin, and glistened in the pink
pits of meat where she had taken bites. "It is called
a deirder, and there is no other place in the world
where it grows.•
"How do you know?"
"Because I have looked.•

"Wt"rf will

it grow nowhere else?"

The old woman turned from the cave and joined
Moria in the creek. "I don't know, little girl. That is

the WC?i of it. If I knew, perhaps I would not have
spent so many years up here eating deirders. • She
took another bite, but offered none to Moria. "Now
what are you doing up here on this mountain, so far
from civilized lands and all alone?"
So Moria who had been Misery explained her
father's concern <:Ner the bounty of his land, the mission he had placed upon his sons, and their fates
along the Thurenfel River.
"But wtry have you come here, Moria?•
She did not answer at first, but instead looked up
at the deirder tree, and then at the fruit in the old
woman's hand. Finally, she said, "That is the WC?i of
it, grand lady. If I knew what drove me to this place,
perhaps I W?uld have better questions to ask.•
The old woman stared at Moria, and then she
laughed. "Your questions have been just fine, so
far, little girl. Do you have any others?"
"Yes, grand lady. What is your name?"
The old woman paused. She looked around her
as if she had lost something. Then she took a bite
from the fruit and answered.
"You know, Moria, I have been up here so long
I've quite forgotten. Deirder is good enough, I sup-

pose.•
And Oeirder and Moria spoke for a while. Moria
learned that the old woman had been living in the
cave before the first King of Pel had ruled, and that
she had travelled the world many times, passing
<:Ner seas and mountains and through forests and
valleys and deserts, searching for other trees bear-
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ing the deirder fruit. But she never found one, and
so she had returned to the cave to live out her long
life in peace, enjoying the fruit she had found so
long ago. For her part, Moria talked about the
countries that had come to power since Deirder had
last travelled, relating histories of wars and epics
and loves gained and lost. She talked about her
father and brothers, the kindness of the King's servants as they cared for her in her mother's absence
and her father's neglect, and the Thurenfel River's
aid in bringing her to its source. And as the sky
turned black and the stars pierced the heavens, the
old woman offered a piece of the fruit to the girl, .
and they shared a meal in the night.
Moria had many dreams that night, and when
morning came she rose found the old woman in the
creek, at the mouth of the cave, beneath the deirder
tree, holding the piece of driftwood Moria had used
to keep afloat in the river.
"Good morning. little girl,• Deirder said, and gave
the driftwood back to Moria. "Why don't you fetch us
some fruit? Then we can go back down the river
and see what the world has been up to.•
Moria took the wood and knocked down some
deiders, and together they started back down the
mountain. The river took them gently when the
water was deep enough, and they rode its current
back through falls and cataracts and rapids as they
both held on to the piece of driftwood Moria had
found.
They met Moria's youngest brother, who
dropped his sword into the river when he saw them.
The river beasts rose up out of the shallows· and
climbed over his palisade, and chased him and his
men-at-arms into distant swamps. Then they met
Moria's middle brother, and a surge of water came
down from the hills and burst through the protective
walls he had constructed on the banks of streams
feeding the river. He slipped and fell into an old
river channel, which quickly filled with water and
brought with its flood his mules and men-at-arms.
Lastly, they met Moria's oldest brother, and their
wake sent huge waves of water up the streams
feeding the river, which knocked down the dams he
had built and carried him and his men-at-arms, as
well as his mules, far up into the mountains which
had given birth to those streams.
Then Moria and Deirder were in Pel, and they
came aground at the spot Moria had jumped into
the river so many weeks gone by. Her father's servants ran to her to tell her the news of her father's
passing, caused by grief <:Ner the loss of his sons
and worry over the security of his land's bounty.
They embraced her with joy and brought her to her
father's tower, where the second most powerful
Mage in her father's employ declared her the new
Queen of Pel. There were celebrations and festivals
held in honor of the new Queen, for which Moira's

brothers returned to Pel despite their inability to
keep dry no matter how far they kept themselves
from the Thurenfel River. Each brother pledged himself to serve the Queen, and they all feasted at wedding joining Deirder with the most powerful Mage in
Moria's service. After a time, Moria chose a new
name, and then a husband, and they ruled together
for many years. There were sons and daughters
who grew tall and strong, and mourned them when
one day the King and Queen, along with the Mage
and his ever-old but never dying wife, disappeared
from the land.

And no one ever questioned the cause of the
land's bounty, nor the Thurenfel's source, just as no
one ever remarked on the strange fruit the Queen
of Pel, Deirder, and their consorts were sometimes
seen to consume. Just as no one ever asked why,
in the dead of moonless nights, the Queen and Deirder were sometimes seen on the banks of the
Tluentel River relieving themselves, when a perfect.ly adequate commode graced their tower.
Tua was just the Wf*/ of it, and if people knew
the why of it, perhaps they still would not cae.

by Michael Kocik
After having lingered through one of the most gracious esplanades surrounding Madrid, my guide
abruptly pulled up before a 'polvo mojado' -- a
Moorish well, literally translating to 'wet powder' for
the crystalline residue floating atop the tepid water
found there -- and paused for a long drink. It was the
height of the day, and the Castilian sun glared down
unsympathetically as we wandered around the
square. The narrow alleys, on either side, were
layered with a thin coating of brown dust which filtered through the dry heat whenever coaxed there
by a vagrant wisp of wind. An occasional awning afforded some shade in the area; yet, except for a
stray washerwoman, languidly carting her laden
creels along one such byway, most were indoors -wearing off the revelries of the past Christmas
season.
I had missed the principal festival, having
crossed the northern border alone only three days
before Epiphany. My host, Don Alvohado - he of
the low-crowned hats and ingratiatin~fjests -- apparently noticing my chagrin, arranged for a tour of
the neighboring provinces that would (or so he
promised) make up for the loss. Accordingly, one

Piena Safvaridad, a renowned stOf}'teller of the 'alrededores,' was engaged for the length of my stf*j.
For the most part, Satvaridad and I chatted lndifferertly over a hlrldred trMal topics as we strolled
the lemon-scented streets, his features by turn impassive or apathetic as the situation demMded. It
was only when we passed those unmistakably picturesque sights that his face would become
animated; only then would he (no doubt under instructions) allow himself to be drawn
and entangled in conversation -- tossing off courtJess little
pertinent facts, in a dull monotone, before collapsing
once again into himself.

w

That morning had unraveled like all the others, as
we desultorily discussed one subject after another
with nothing further being resolved than that he admired the craftsmanship of my wedding ring. The
overwhelming heat presaged a bad day, and
seemed to submerge Salvaridad more and more irto
his own private thoughts as we aimlessly traversed a
city that held no interest for him. So, it was as much
to allow him to refresh himself, as it was to provide a
break in the listlessness of the conversation, that we
paused before the well in the square. After indulging
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